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wondrous arch and splendid pillar, upspringing in its
delicate and slender strength from pavement to roof,
not there only did the art of the builder find its ex-
pression. Go round to any out-of-the-way corner, or
climb the roof of those great buildings, and you will find
in unnoticed places, in hidden corners, the love of the
artist bodying itself forth in delicate tracery, in stone
that lives. Men carved for love, not only for fame; men
carved for beauty's sake, not only for money; and they
built perfectly because they had love and faith, the two
divine builders, and embodied both in deathless stone.
Before you can be more than copyists you must find
your modern ideal, and when you have found it you can
build buildings that will defy time. But you have not
found it yet; the artist amongst us is too much of a
copyist, and too little of an inspirer and a prophet. We
do not want the painter only to paint for us the things
our own eyes can see. We want the artist eye to see
more than the common eye, and to embody what he sees
in beauty for the instruction of our blinded sight. We
do not want accurate pictures of cabbages and turnips
and objects of that sort. However cleverly done, they
remain cabbaggs and turnips still. The man who could
paint for us the thought that makes the cabbage, he
would be the artist, the man who knows the Life. And
so for our new Art we mus* have a splendid ideal. Do
you want to know how low Art may sink when materialism
triumphs and vulgarises and degrades ? Then see that
exhibition of French pictures that was placed in Bond
Street some years ago, which attracted those who loved
indecency more than those who loved the beautiful, and